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When  you  leave,  please  leave  this  book 

Because  it  has  been  said 
" Ever' thing  comes  t'  him  who  waits 

Except  a  loaned  book." 


Old  Fisher's  Island 
Days  and  Ways 
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The  Stage,  only  conveyance  to  meet  the  boat 
or  go  anywhere 


Fisher's  Island 


"Where  on  earth  is  Fisher's  Island?' 
The  people  used  to  say — 
"We  must  go  to  Fisher's  Island"; 
Is  the  way  they  talk  today. 

Between  Race  Rock  and  Wicopesset 
This  lumpy  tract  of  land 
Is  full  of  fascination, 
In  air  and  sea  and  sand. 

Aeroplanes  land  very  easily, 
Motor  cars  are  everywhere 
Supplanting  the  old  "Skipjack," 
And  the  stage,  with  its  ten-cent  fare. 

For  tho'  nature  made  this  Island 
A  very  lovely  spot, 
The  demands  of  human  nature 
Have  changed  it  quite  a  lot. 

But  we  can't  be  looking  backward, 
If  we  would  be  up  to  date. 
So  it's  just  for  fun  and  fancy 
These  true  stories  I  relate. 
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The  Vega 


A  stately  schooner  rides  the  wave, 
Beyond  the  stone  bar  long; 
With  changing  tide  she  swings  around, 
Tied  to  her  anchor  strong. 

The  sea  is  calm,  the  canvas  flaps 
Beneath  the  morning  sun; 
The  crew  at  rest  upon  the  deck 
After  their  work  is  done. 

And  now  another  Vega 
Lies  just  within  my  view, 
Run  by  motor  power 
And  all  the  methods  new. 

Long  may  the  line  of  Vegas 

Ride  these  waters  blue. 

For  there's  no  friend  like  an  old  friend 

So  Martha,  here's  to  you. 
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A  Decoration  Day  Sail 


"We're  off  for  Noank,"  the  Captain  cried, 

It  may  be  a  little  rough  outside. 

So  out  we  sailed  that  glorious  day, 

A  stiff  breeze  helping  us  all  the  way. 

A  tug  to  be  launched  was  what  we  found 

When  we  reached  the  other  side  of  the  sound. 

And  among  the  crowd  all  gathered  there 

Were  two  "Old  Salts,"  an  amusing  pair. 

The  hull  slipped  easily  down  the  ways 

In  absolute  silence,  then  words  of  praise. 

And  when  she  met  the  waters  blue, 

Her  empty  cradle  within  our  view, 

One  sailor  said  with  saddened  mien 

"The  lonesomest  place  is  where  she  has  been." 

At  the  Palmer  House  we  all  sat  down 

To  fresh  boiled  lobster,  red  and  brown, 

Then  started  on  our  homeward  way. 

Thus  ended  Decoration  Day. 
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Christian  Hansen 


Christian  in  name  and  Christian  in  life, 
This  good  man  was  blessed  with  a  wonderful  wife 
Whose  cheerful  manner  and  excellent  fare 
Brought  guests  to  their  house  from  everywhere. 

On  Sunday  morning  he  rang  the  bell 
Of  the  little  church  he  loved  so  well, 
And  pleasant  it  was  each  summer  to  find 
A  friendly  greeting  from  one  so  kind. 

A  carpenter,  like  his  Lord  was  he, 
His  good  work  is  here  for  all  to  see. 
And  tho  we  do  not  meet  his  face, 
Deep  in  our  hearts  he  has  his  place. 
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Changes 


Where  is  the  meadow  where  red  lilies  grew, 
The  cat-tails  and  clythera  wet  with  dew? 
Where  is  the  life  boat  at  the  Island's  West  End 
And  Silver  Eel  pond  on  the  North  Shore  bend? 

Where  is  the  press  barn  built  on  four  high  walls, 
A  square  court  in  the  center  and  cattle  stalls? 
Where  is  Durf ee  meadow  with  waving  grass  ? 
Time  moves  on,  and  change  comes  to  pass. 

Where  grew  the  lilies  the  soldiers  now  stand 
Out  on  parade  when  they  strike  up  the  band. 
A  strong  searchlight  covering  all  the  sound 
Stands  where  the  lifeboat  used  to  be  found. 

The  Government  dock  is  now  on  the  pond 
With  the  Breakwater  stretching  out  beyond. 
Press  barn  foundations  have  made  Fort  Wright  wall. 
Uncle  Sam's  army  is  using  it  all. 

Durfee  meadow  as  a  golf  course  is  seen 
With  close  cut  fairway  and  excellent  green, 
And  a  wide  Government  right  of  way. 
All  these  changes  have  come  to  stay. 
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The  Point 


The  blue  and  golden  morning 

Has  turned  to  sullen  gray; 

The  moaning  wind  gives  warning 

The  small  boats  dare  not  stay. 

Out  on  the  waters  heaving 

Where  the  lobster  pots  lie  deep, 

The  curling  surf  is  seething 

As  through  the  channel  they  creep. 

"The  Point"  gives  them  protection, 

Safe  in  the  quiet  water 

Their  boats  ride  easily. 

Next  morning  when  you  look  for  them 

No  craft  is  to  be  seen, 

So  silently  they  fled  at  dawn. 

Alone,  "The  Point"  is  green. 


The  Sailing  Party 


A  lady  once  said  to  her  friends  on  this  Isle, 
"We'll  go  out  on  the  water  and  sail  for  a  while, 
The  breeze  is  so  fresh  and  the  water  so  blue 
It  would  seem  like  a  very  nice  thing  to  do." 

They  went  to  Watch  Hill  to  dine  and  to  dance. 

Said  the  Captain,  "I  think  you  are  taking  a  chance 

The  wind  may  go  down  with  the  evening  sun"; 

But  they  answered,  "We'll  risk  it,  v/e're  having  such  fun." 

The  girls  were  so  pretty,  the  men  were  so  gay; 
While  they  danced  and  they  flirted  the  wind  dropped  away. 
When  they  headed  for  home,  that  wonderful  night, 
Not  a  breath  could  they  feel  in  the  clear  moonlight. 

All  night  and  all  day  in  the  ground  swell  they  lay; 
No  auxiliary  motors  were  made  in  that  day; 
They  waited  for  the  wind  that  would  not  come 
To  carry  the  poor  sick  mortals  home. 

One  maiden,  adorned  in  a  heavy  blue  veil, 
Rose  up  from  her  chair  and  went  to  the  rail; 
Such  horrible  sounds  came  from  her  inside, 
And  her  supper  all  left  on  the  outflowing  tide. 

Now  this  a  lesson  to  me  and  to  you; 

What  the  Captain  suggests  it  is  better  to  do. 
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The  Fresh  Air  Children 


The  "Children's  Fresh  Air  Fund"  really  began 

In  the  kindly  thought  of  a  Brooklyn  man, 

Who  loved  this  Island's  wonderful  air 

And  wanted  others,  less  favored,  its  good  to  share. 

Every  two  weeks,  in  the  summer  hot, 
He  brought  city  children  on  his  yacht, 
The  big  Starling,  that  in  West  Harbor  lay; 
To  this  simple  Island  to  rest  and  play. 

The  children  lived  back  of  Wilbur's  Store, 
I.  G.  A.  is  now  over  the  door. 
A  motherly  woman  gave  them  good  care, 
And  they  grew  strong  in  this  cool,  fresh  air. 

From  this  beginning  the  movement  has  grown; 
All  over  the  country  the  good  work  is  known; 
For  from  good  Mr.  Seccomb's  kindly  heart 
The  "Children's  Fresh  Air  Fund"  took  its  start. 


North  Hill 

Incredible  as  it  seems  to  be 
In  "The  good  old  days"  there  was  not  a  tree 
To  be  seen  on  this  Island,  from  shore  to  shore, 
But  the  handsome  elm  by  the  Mansion  door. 

Low  bayberry  bushes  and  soft  "sweet  grass" 
Breathed  crushed  fragrance  as  one  passed, 
Through  the  cattle  paths  o'er  the  hills  to  the  shore, 
Or  possibly  down  to  Wilbur's  Store. 

A  boy  and  a  girl  for  a  walk  must  go, 
Nor  heeded  the  Church  bell  tolling  slow, 
Nor  urgent  requests  in  the  choir  to  sing. 
No  one  played  golf;  it  was  not  the  thing. 

Off  to  North  Hill  their  way  they  took, 
To  read  in  Nature's  open  book 
Of  the  glorious  firmament  on  high, 
While  big  soft  clouds  sailed  slowly  by. 

Families  on  porches  were  sitting  around; 
Waiting  the  dinner  horn's  welcome  sound 
When  a  mother,  torn  between  anger  and  fear 
Said,  "Where  is  my  daughter,  why  is  she  not  here?" 
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"Please  look  through  your  glass,  perhaps  you'll  see 
Where  in  the  world  that  girl  can  be." 
Just  then  the  horn  blew  clear  and  shrill; 
The  sound  was  carried  to  North  Hill. 

The  telescope  took  in  North  Hill  high; 
There  silhouetted  against  the  sky 
Were  a  very  loving  "He  and  She," 
Not  thinking  anyone  could  see. 

The  kind  friend  moved  the  glass  around 
So  that  it  covered  other  ground 
Saying,  "Look  for  yourself,  on  this  fine  day 
They  may  have  walked  some  other  way." 

Very  late  for  dinner  in  came  the  pair, 
With  a  languid,  casual,  innocent  air. 
And  the  nervous  mother  never  knew 
What,  for  her,  would  have  spoiled  the  view. 
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The  Seven  Gates 


Behind  a  well-matched  pair  of  bays, 
A  handsome  man  with  charming  ways 
And  a  maiden  seated  by  his  side, 
Down  the  Island  went  for  a  ride. 

A  good  long  afternoon  it  took 
To  drive  to  the  Winthrop  House,  and  look 
At  Stonington  and  the  Watch  Hill  light, 
Standing  far  out,  so  tall  and  white. 

The  fences  went  cross-wise  from  sea  to  sound, 
With  horses  and  cattle  all  grazing  around. 
Seven  gates  to  open  and  close;  before 
They  turned  to  come  back,  then  do  it  once  more. 

The  way  was  sandy,  the  going  was  slow; 
Only  a  grass-grown  track  to  show 
Where  now  the  road  runs  firm  and  hard, 
And  every  year  is  carefully  tarred. 


The  Mansion 


The  Mansion  House  has  atmosphere. 
You  feel  when  you  enter  the  door 
That  "Quality"  of  olden  days 
Have  all  lived  there  before. 

The  Winthrops  built  the  Mansion; 
Sheltered  beneath  Bell  Hill, 
Protecting  it  from  high  west  winds 
That  blew  so  strong  and  chill. 

Just  one  front  door  had  the  Mansion 
When  bought  by  Mr.  Fox; 
With  an  enormous  iron  key 
And  queer  old-fashioned  locks. 

The  mail  came  Tuesday  and  Friday 
When  the  winter  season  began; 
To  the  Post  Office  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
Given  out  by  a  red-bearded  man. 

But  good  music  came  from  the  parlor 
Where  Mrs.  Fox  would  play; 
Forgetting  in  glorious  harmonies 
All  the  worries  of  the  day. 
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Isabella  Beach 


From  her  window  in  the  Mansion 
Fay  Fox  could  plainly  see 
Masts  of  a  schooner  tossing, 
Where  no  vessel  ought  to  be. 

But  the  night  had  been  a  wild  one. 
The  air  was  thick  with  driving  snow. 
Huge  gray  waves  broke  on  the  vessel 
In  that  wicked  winter  blow. 

The  Captain  had  lost  his  bearings; 
He  lashed  his  wife  to  the  mast. 
On  the  ground  the  vessel  pounded, 
And  was  breaking  very  fast. 

But  the  tide  turned  in  their  favor, 
Each  wave  pushed  them  nearer  shore. 
Every  soul  on  board  was  rescued, 
Through  the  heavy  breakers'  roar. 

The  good  ship  Isabella  Blake 
The  seas  can  sail  no  more. 
But  her  name  lives  on  forever 
On  that  lovely  bit  of  shore. 


Bull  Rock  in  1 892 


Bull  Rock 


The  cattle  upon  the  many  hills 
Were  grazing  all  serene, 
When  a  luckless  artist 
Came  upon  the  scene; 
To  paint  the  deep  blue  ocean 
And  the  sands  of  gray; 
But  this  poor  young  artist 
Wished  he'd  stayed  away. 

A  bull  came  down  to  greet  him 

With  a  roar  and  lowered  head; 

He  charged  right  at  the  easel, 

And  off  the  artist  fled. 

No  house,  no  tree  to  shield  him; 

He  ran  and  did  not  stop 

Till  out  of  breath  and  terrified 

He  saw  a  giant  rock. 

Up  its  steep  face  he  scrambled; 
And  sat  all  day  and  night; 
The  wind  blew  cold  and  pitiless, 
The  bull  stood  guard  "all  right." 


At  last  the  farmer  found  him 

And  drove  the  bull  away; 

Then  took  him  to  the  good  friend's  house 

Where  he  had  come  to  stay. 

Just  at  the  Tilford's  entrance 
This  big  rock  still  is  found; 
The  highest  spot  in  those  old  days 
In  all  the  acreage  round. 
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Treasure  Pond 


When  Captain  Kidd,  in  days  of  old 
Sailed  the  high  seas,  with  bags  of  gold, 
He'd  stop  at  islands  here  and  there 
And  leave  his  loot  to  Nature's  care. 

Between  steep  hills  a  pond  was  hid. 
"This  place  is  safe,"  said  Captain  Kidd, 
"We'll  drop  The  Treasure'  right  in  here, 
'Twill  rest  secure  for  many  a  year." 

"From  sea  or  land  no  one  can  view 
This  quiet  water  deep  and  blue. 
We'll  make  a  map,  so  if  in  need 
It  can  be  gotten  with  all  speed." 

How  far  below  "The  Treasure"  fell 
It  is  quite  impossible  to  tell. 
'Twas  easy  work  to  drop  it  in, 
To  get  it  out  they  can't  begin. 

A  party  on  a  yacht  one  day, 
Landed  to  seek  where  "The  Treasure"  lay. 
And  well  equipped  with  lines  and  poles 
Prepared  to  plumb  the  deepest  holes. 

Then,  suddenly  the  sky  grew  black, 
Thunder  and  lightning  drove  them  back. 
So  the  loot  consigned  to  Nature's  care 
Remains  securely  resting  there. 
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Original  cutting  on  tombstone;  note  the 
queer  letters  and  spaces 


The  Lonely  Grave 


Between  the  Golf  Course  and  the  Shore 
Is  found  a  lonely  grave 
Of  the  Reverend  Samuel  Pierrepont, 
Tossed  up  by  the  ocean  wave. 

He  had  the  Church  in  Old  Lyme, 
Built  from  plans  by  Christopher  Wrenn; 
A  very  youthful  parson, 
And  much  beloved  of  men. 

One  stormy  night  he  started 
To  cross  the  turbulent  river; 
The  waters  overturned  his  boat, 
And  he  was  lost  forever. 

For  three  and  forty  days  and  nights 
He  was  carried  by  the  tide, 
And  then  was  found  among  the  rocks 
On  this  Island's  southern  side. 

Carved  in  quaint  old-fashioned  letters 
On  his  table- tombstone  we  can  see: 
Lost  March,  Seventeen  twenty-two, 
Found  in  April,  twenty-three. 

The  New  Year  started  in  Springtime; 
So  say  the  records  of  old. 
Two  hundred  years  the  grave  remains 
Its  tale  in  silence  told. 
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Make  Believe  Indians 


On  Isabella  Beach,  one  day 

Three  small  boys  were  left  to  play; 

"We'll  play  Indians,  this  is  the  place, 

Indian  says  he  is  'All  Face'." 

So  every  garment  off  they  took; 

Nobody  ever  came  there  to  look. 

In  their  skins  they  ran  about 

Into  the  water  and  then  out. 

On  their  little  white  flesh  the  sun  was  hot, 

And  a  terrible  burning  was  what  they  got. 

When  the  coachman  came  at  the  end  of  the  day 

To  take  the  little  chaps  away, 

Three  little  lobsters  met  his  view. 

Believe  this  tale,  it  is  all  true. 

These  poor  little  boys  were  put  to  bed 

And  anointed  with  oil  from  foot  to  head, 

And  there  they  suffered  for  several  days 

For  trying  to  copy  the  Indian's  ways. 
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The  Channel 


In  a  stiff  breeze 

Out  to  the  seas 

A  boat  was  sailing  along; 

When  the  boom  came  'round 

Without  any  sound 

And  hit  a  big  man  strong. 

In  the  water  he  fell, 

With  a  scream  and  a  yell; 

For  swim  the  poor  man  could 

But  his  friend  dove  right  in; 

Just  up  to  his  chin, 

And  rescued  him  on  the  spot. 


Race  Rock  Light 


A  New  Point  of  View 


A  baby,  sitting  up  in  bed 
Saw  Race  Rock  light 
Flash;  white,  then  red; 

And  said, 

"I  think  it's  fun  to  see 
That  great  big  lighthouse 
Wink  at  me." 


The  Hermit 


Don't  you  remember  the  Hermit; 
His  place  we  used  to  see? 
For  a  wooden  shack  he  lived  in 
Beneath  South  Hummock's  lee. 

He  sold  the  Sunday  papers, 

And  silently  went  his  way 

With  a  stick,  long  coat  and  flowing  locks, 

That  had  turned  to  white  from  gray. 

He  painted  the  walls  of  his  cabin 
With  pictures,  in  colors  crude. 
He  did  not  care  for  company, 
And  seldom  did  they  intrude. 


The  Peninsula 


If  you've  been  to  the  Island  of  Maarken, 

Then  perhaps  you'll  understand 

The  very  strong  resemblance 

In  that  narrow  neck  of  land 

That  lies  at  the  head  of  West  Harbor; 

With  anchorage  firm  and  deep, 

A  safe  and  kindly  haven 

For  fishing  boats  to  sleep. 

Perhaps  old  Peter  Visscher, 

Who  gave  this  Island  its  name, 

Might  have  lived  at  the  Island  of  Maarken 

E're  with  Adrian  Block  he  came 

Across  the  broad  Atlantic; 

With  its  clear  green  waves  so  high, 

Lured  by  the  call  of  discovery 

Another  life  to  try. 

The  people  here  were  different; 
A  dark  red  skin  they  wore, 
And  hunted  the  deer  and  wild  birds 
To  keep  for  their  winter  store. 


Their  arrow  heads  and  implements 
Are  very  often  found, 
When  gentlemen  amuse  themselves 
By  digging  in  the  ground. 

So  here's  to  Visscher's  Island; 
May  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea 
Look  down  from  his  seat  in  heaven 
With  a  smile  for  you  and  me. 


The  Clay  Pits 


The  deep  stiff  clay  pits  stand  to  show 
How  hard  men  worked,  some  years  ago 
To  dig  a  great  big  hole. 

They  took  the  clay  right  through  the  wood 

To  the  opposite  shore,  where  the  brick-yard  stood, 

And  baked  it  firm  and  hard. 

The  brick-yard  man  he  would  not  cease 
Destroying  land,  his  stock  to  increase, 
For  kind  words  or  for  cash. 

One  night  before  Thanksgiving  Day, 
A  terrible  gale  blew  every  way 
And  laid  the  brick  sheds  flat. 

The  brick  man  then  went  on  his  way. 
Still  standing  are  the  walls  of  clay, 
By  Isabella  Beach. 

One  pit  holds  water  of  jade  green; 
At  every  season  it  may  be  seen, 
So  far  below  the  road. 

The  other  pit  is  drab  and  dull. 

In  rainy  weather,  though  quite  full, 

The  colors  never  mix. 
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The  Fog  Bank 


The  fog  bank  comes  in  from  the  sea; 
As  soft  and  quiet  as  can  be, 
And  shuts  out  all  the  view. 

The  Race  Rock  horn  begins  to  sound; 
And  hidden  boats  from  all  around 
Make  known  that  they  are  near. 

The  news  comes  in  by  radio, 
Before  the  drift-wood  fire's  glow; 
We  don't  feel  far  away. 

The  West  Wind,  in  the  morning  light, 
Shows  us  a  world  washed  clear  and  bright 
A  wonderful  day  to  play. 
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